16   CONFESSIONS OP A YOUNG MAN
deeply interested. I asked the young lady next me if she knew who he was. She could give me no information. But at four o'clock there was a general exodus from, the studio, and we adjourned to a neighbouring cafe to drink beer. The way led through a narrow passage, and as we stooped under an archway, the young man (Marshall was his name) spoke to me in English. Yes, we had met before; we had exchanged a few words in So-and-So's studio—the great blonde man, whose Dore-like improvisations had awakened aspiration in me.
The usual reflections on the chances of life were of course made, and then followed the inevitable ""Will you dine with me to-night ?" Marshall thought the following day would suit him better, but I was very pressing. He offered to meet me at my hotel; or would I come with him to his rooms, and he would show me some pictures—some trifles he had brought up from, the country ? Nothing would please me better. We got into a cab. Then every moment revealed new qualities, new superiorities, in my newfound friend. Not only was he tall, strong, hand-some, and beautifully dressed, infinitely better dressed than I, but he could talk French like a na-tive. It was only natural that he should, for he was bom and had lived in Brussels all his life, but the accident of birth rather stimulated than calmed my erubescent admiration. He spoke of, and he was clearly on familiar terms with, the fashionable restaurants and actresses; he stopped at a hairdresser's to have his hair curled. All this was very exciting,wns, the hair lifted, show-
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